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And once, in February, when he was walking thus
after taking her home, in the drizzle along the
Raamgracht, he was accosted under a lamp-post by
Jan Blusser, tall, bent, with hollow cheeks. They
exchanged a few words, and Floris wanted to go on,
but Blusser walked beside him, up one street, down
another. He had been rusticated, he related, but
he had never studied, that was all right for virtuous
people, but not for him. In Ridderstraat he took
Floris by the arm and dragged him into a beer-house;
there were only a few tables and there was no one
sitting at them. Floris wanted to go away again,
he knew that no decent person ought to go in there,
but the waitress was already coming out of the
side door. He sat down, and Blusser led him
on to talk so that he said more than he had in-
tended.
When he got home he felt a weight had been lifted
from him, and as soon as he got into bed he fell
asleep. The following morning, at his copying,
Blusser's words were perpetually ringing in his ears,
his tone of voice, casual and defiant, and he felt
himself to be a fool. What good had all his thinking
and seeking done him ? He was just the same as
he had been two years ago, with just as little hope
of improvement. Sin had eaten into him, and no
amount of thinking could help to get rid of it. It
was only now that he felt how tired and feverish
his head had been all this time. Although it would